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NEIV COLLEGE HALL, y««e 29M, 1827.

ELECTION GRACE.

Benedic nobis, Domine Deus ! atque iis donis tuis, quse de tua largi-

tate sumus sumpturi, per Jesum Christum Doininum Nostrum. Amen.

Benedictus sit Deus in donis suis,

Et sanctus in omnibus operibus ejus.

Adjutorium nostrum est in nomine Domini,

Qui fecit coeluin et terram :

Sit nomen Domini benedictum,

Ex hoc nunc usque in secula seculorum. Amen.

Agimus tibi gratias, Omnipotens Deus, pro fundatore nostro Guli-
ELMO DE Wykeham, reliquisque, quorum beneficiis hie ad pietatem et

ad studia literarum alimur, rogantes ut nos his donis tuis ad nominis tui

honorem recte utentes, ad resurrectionis tua> gloriam perducamur immor-

talern, per Jesum Christum Dominum Nostrum. Amen.

Fac Regem salvum, Domine, da pacem in diebus nostris, et exaudi

nos in die quocunque invocamus te. Amen.

GLEE, Three Voices. ... ... ... ... ... Attwood.

Hark ! the curfew’s solemn sound !

Silent darkness spreads around :

Heavy it beats on the lover’s heart,

Who leaves with a sigh his tale half told
;

The poring monk and his book must part,

And fearful the miser locks his gold.

A
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Now whilst labour sleeps and charmed sorrow,

O’er the dewy green,

By the glow-worm’s light,

Unheard, unseen,

Dance the elves of night

;

Yet where their midnight pranks have been.

The circl’d turf will betray to-morrow.

GLEE, Four Voices. ... ... (Harmonized by W. Knyvett.)

The rose of the valley in spring-time was gay.

But the rose of the valley it wither’d away ;

The swains all admir’d it, its praises repeat.

An emblem of virtue so simple and sweet

;

But the blight marr’d the blossom, and soon, well-a-day.

The rose of the valley it wither’d away.

The rose of the valley a truth can impart,

By the rose of the valley I picture my heart

:

The sun of content cheer’d the mom of its birth.

By innocence render’d a heav’n on earth,

But virtue and peace left the spot, well-a-day,

And the rose of the valley it wither’d away.

BALLAD. Arne.

When forc’d from dear Hebe to go,

What anguish I felt in my heart,

And I thought (but it might not be so
?
)

She was sorry to see me depart

;

She cast such a languishing view.

My path I could scarcely discern,

So sweetly she bade me adieu,

I thought that she bade me return.

To see when my charmer goes by

Some hermit peep out of his cell,

How he thinks of his youth with a sigh.

How fondly he wishes her well ;
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On him may she smile if she please,

’Twill warm the cold bosom of age !

Yet cease, gentle Hebe, O cease,

Such softness will rnin the sage 1

I’ve stolen from no flowrets that grow
To paint the dear charms I approve,

For what can a blossom bestow

So sweet, so delightful as love ?

I sing in * rustical way,

A shepherd and one of the throng ;

Yet Hebe approves of my lay.

Go, poets, and envy my song.

GLEE, Five Voices.

When winds breathe soft along the silent deep,

The waters curl, the peaceful billows sleep

;

A stronger gale the troubled wave awakes,

The surface roughens, and the ocean shakes.

More dreadful still, when furious storms arise,

The mounting billows bellow to the skies ;

On liquid rocks the tott’ring vessel’s toss’d,

Unnumber’d surges lash the foaming coast

;

The raging waves, excited by the blast,

Whiten with wrath, and split the sturdy mast.

When, in an instant, He who rules the floods.

Earth, air, and fire, Jehovah ! God of Gods !

In pleasing accents speaks his sovereign will.

And bids the waters, and the winds, be still

!

Hush’d are the winds, the w'aters cease to roar,

Safe are the seas, and silent as the shore.

Now say, what joy elates the sailor’s breast,

With prosp’rous gales so unexpected blest

!

What ease, w’hat transport, in each face is seen

!

The heav’ns look bright, the air and sea serene

:

For ev’ry plaint we hear a joyful strain

To Him, whose pow’r unbounded rules the main.

\ 2

Webbe.
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t)(JLCE DOMUM. ... ... ... ... ... Reading.

Concinamus, O sodales

!

Eja ! quid silemus !

Nobile eanticum dulce melos, Domum,
Dulee Domum, resonemus.

Chorus—Domum, Domum, Dulce Domum,
Domum, Domum, Dulce Domum,
Dulce, Dulce, Dulce Domum,
Dulce Domum resonemus.

Appropinquat, ecce ! felix

Hora gaudiorum,

Post grave tsedium

Advenit omnium
Meta petita laborum.

Domum, Domum, &c.

Musa libros mitte fessa,

Mitte pensa dura,

Mitte negotium.

Jam datur otium ;

Me mea mittite cura I

Domum, Domum, &c.

Concinamus ad Penates,

Vox et audiator !

Phosphore, quid jubar

Segnius emicans,

Gaudia nostra moratur.

Domum, Domum, &c.

RECIT. and AIR. ... ... ... ... ... Handel.

RECIT.

I feel, I feel the Deity within,

Who, the bright cherubin between,

His radiant glory erst display’d :

To Israel’s distressful prayer

He hath vouchsaf’d a gracious ear,

And points out Maccabseus to their aid.
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Judas shall set the captive free,

And lead us on to victory.

AIR.

Arm, arm, ye brave, a noble cause,

The cause of Heaven, your zeal demands

!

In defence of your nation, religion, and laws,

The Almighty Jehovah will strengthen your hands.

TRIO. ... ... ... ... ... ... Cimarosa.

O dolce e caro istante,

O giorno di contento,

Ricolmo il cor mi sento

D’amore e d’amista

;

Pietosi Dei volgete

A questa parte* i lumi,

E di voi degna, O numi,

Si gran felicita.

GLEE, Four Voices. ... ... ... Lord Mornington.

Here in cool grot and mossy cell.

We rural fays and fairies dwell
;

Tho’ rarely seen by mortal eye,

When the pale moon, ascending high,

Darts thro’ yon limes her quivering beams.

We frisk it near these chrystal streams
j

Her beams reflected from the wave,

Afford the light our revels crave
;

The turf with daisies ’broider'd o’er.

Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ;

Nor yet for artful strains we call.

But listen to the water-fall.

THE TROUBADOUR. ... Horn.

One summer’s eve, at twilight hour,

A Troubadour was straying,

And thus beneath a lady’s bower
His song was sweetly playing :
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DUET.

I sing of chiefs and heroes bold

Who died on fields of glory ;

But, Oh ! some dearer strains I’ve told,

For love’s my sweetest story.

While thus he sung his simple theme

The sky was overcast

;

The night in dreary darkness came,

And loudly roar’d the blast.

And now the distant thunder roll’d.

And pour’d the dreadful show’r ;

He sought for shelter from the cold

Within the lady’s bower.

She welcom’d kind the minstrel poor,

And found, with bosom burning,

Her Edwin was the Troubadour,

From the neighb’ring fight returning.

And now he sings of heroes bold

Who died on fields of glory ;

But dearer strains the youth has told,

For love’s his sweetest story.

Now at moonlight’s fairy hour,

When faintly gleams each deny steep

;

And vale, and mountain, lake and bow’r,

In solitary grandeur sleep.

When slowly sinks the ev’ning breeze,

That lulls the mind in pensive care ;

And fancy loftier visions sees,

Bid music wake the silent air.

Bid the merry, merry tabor sound,

And with the fays of lawn or glade,

In tripping circlets beat the ground.

Under the high trees trembling shade.

Now at moonlight’s fairy hour,

Shall music breathe her dulcet voice

;

And o’er the waves with magic pow’r,

Call on echo to rejoice.

Thompson.
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SONG, in Der Freischiits. ... ... ... German Melody.

Now good night, now' good night,

Round each hill, and tow’r, and tree

Darkness deep her mantle closes,

While all nature calm reposes ;

Darkness brings no rest to me :

Now good night love, still good night.

Think awhile, think awhile,

When thro’ midnight I shall stray ;

When the storm is coldly blowing,

While your heart is warmly glowing.

Think of me then far away,

Think of me, love, think of me.

Dearest love, dearest love,

Still may no fond thought of me
Thy calm hour of rest encumber.

But good angels watch thy slumber

Round the pillow prest by thee :

Dearest love, now good night.

GLEE, Four Voices. ... ... ... ... ... Knyvett.

Hark ! to Philomela singing.

Sweetly warbling in the vale
;

Hark ! the village bells are ringing,

Softly murin’ring on the gale.

By that stream, so gently flowing.

Stands our poor, though happy, shed

;

Winds for ever kindly blowing,

O’er its unprotected head.

There in tranquil ease and pleasure,

Each revolving year we dwell

;

Blest with ev’ry heartfelt treasure,

In our poor and humble cell.
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GLEE, Four Voices. ... ... ... ... W. Knyvett.

O my love’s like a red red rose,

That’s newly sprung in June
;

0 my love’s like the melody

That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonny lass.

So deep in love am I

!

And I will love thee still, my dear,

Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,

And the rocks melt with the sun 1

1 will love thee still, my dear.

While the sands of life shall run.

And fare thee well, my only love.

And fare thee well awhile,

And I will come again my love,

Tho’ it were ten thousand mile.

RECIT. and SONG. ... ... ... ... Dr. Callcott.

RECIT.

Friend of the brave, in peril’s darkest hour

Intrepid virtue looks to thee for pow’r
;

To thee the heart its trembling homage yields

On stormy floods, or carnage covered fields ;

When front to front the banner’d hosts combine.

Halt ere they close, and form the dreadful line.

AIR.

When all is still on death’s devoted soil

The march-worn soldier mingles with the toil

}

As rings his glittering tube, he lifts on high

His dauntless brow and spirit-speaking eye ;

Hails in his heart the triumph yet to come,

And hears thy stormy music in the drum.
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GLEE, Three Voices. ...

We gipsies lead a life of ease,

As thro’ the world we roam ;

We pitch our tents where’er we please,

And there we make our home.

By day we traverse hill and dale,

Thro’ shady lanes we go,

And round our blazing fire regale.

When midnight tempests blow.

To fortune’s fool we gravely tell,

What all his neighbours know ;

And then pretend, by magic spell.

His future fate to show.

Where pride and riches are combined,
We keep a watchful eye ;

Then freely take whate’er we find,

And locks and bolts defy.

Kind nature sends enough for all,

So when good things are nigh,

We but obey the sacred call.

And nature’s wants supply.

GLEE, Four Voices. .*.

By Celia’s arbour, all the night,

Hang, humid wreath, the lover’s vow

;

And, haply at the morning light.

My love shall twine thee round her brow.

Then if upon her bosom bright

Some drops of dew should fall from thee ;

Tell her, they are not drops of night.

But tears of sorrow shed by me.

Welsh.

Horsley.
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GLEE, Five Voices. ... ... ... ..» Dr. Callcott.

Father of heroes ! high dweller of eddying winds, where the dark red

thunder marks the troubled clouds ; open thou thy stormy halls, let the

bards of old be near ; we sit at the rock, but there is no voice, no light

but the meteor of fire.

O, from the rock on the hill, from the top of the windy steep, O
speak, ye ghosts of the dead ; O, whither are ye gone to rest ? In what

cave of the hill shall we find the departed ?

No feeble voice is on the gale, no answer half drowned in the storm.

Father of heroes 1 the people bend before thee, thou turnest the battle

in the field of the brave, thy terrors pour the blast of death, thy tempests

are before thy face.

But thy dwelling is calm above the clouds, the fields of thy rest are

pleasant.

GLEE, Four Voices. ... ... ... Stevenson.

Buds of Roses, Virgin flowers,

Cull’d from Cupid’s balmy bowers,

In the bowl of Bacchus steep,

’Till with crimson drops they weep.

Twine the rose, the garland twine,

Ev’ry leaf distilling wine ;

Drink, and smile, and learn to think

That we were born to smile and driuk.

Rose, thou art the sweetest flower

That ever drank the amber shower.

Rose, thou art the fondest child

Of dimpled Spring, the wood nymph wild
j

Even the gods who walk the sky

Are am’rous of thy scented sigh.

Then bring me show’rs of roses, bring,

And shed them round me while I sing.
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GLEE, Three Voices.

Mynheer Vandunck
(Tho’ he never was drunk)

Sipp’d brandy and water gaily,

And he quench’d his thirst

With two quarts of the first

To a pint of the latter daily.

Singing, O that a Dutchman’s draught could be

As deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee.

Water, when mingled with spirit good store,

No Hollander dreams of scorning
;

But of water alone he drinks no more
Than a rose supplies

When a dew-drop lies

On its bloom in a summer morning.

For a Dutchman’s draught should potent be,

Tho’ deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee.

GLEE, Four Voices.

Sleep, gentle lady, the flowers are closing,

The very winds and waves reposing

;

O may our soft and soothing numbers
Wrap thee in sweeter, softer slumbers.

Peace be around thee, lady bright.

Sleep while we sing, good night, good night.

GOD SAVE THE KING.

OXTOR.D,
PRINTED BV J. MONDAY AND SON

Bishop.

Bishop.
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